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LXIII

After long stonnes and tempests sad assay,

Which hardly I endured heretofore,

In dread of death, and daungerous dismay,

With which my silly barke was tossed sore:

I doe at length descry the happy shore,

In which I hope ere long for to arryve:

Fayre soyle it seemes from far, and fraught with store

Of all that deare and daynty is alyve.

Most happy he!  that can at last atchyve

The joyous safety of so sweet a rest;

Whose least delight sufficeth to deprive

Remembrance of all paines which him opprest.

All paines are nothing in respect of this;

All sorrowes short that gaine eternall blisse.
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LXIX

The famous warriors of anticke world
Used Trophees to erect in stately wize;
In which they would the records have enrold
Of theyr great deeds and valorus emprize.
What trophee then shall I most fit devize,
In which I may record the memory
Of my loves conquest, peerelesse beauties prise,
Adorn'd with honour, love, and chastity!
Even this verse, vowd to eternity,
Shall be thereof immortall moniment 5
And tell her prayse to all posterity,
That may admire such worlds rare wonderment;
The happy purchase of my glorious spoile,
Gotten at last with labour and long toyle.
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